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like you, he delighted in study. You will enjoy complete
liberty here, no one will come near you.'
We dined very late, and had no supper. The food was
passable, so was the wine, and the society of a priest who
acted bailiff for him; but one thing which shocked me was,
that my host, who ate very rapidly, had the impertinence to
tell me, laughingly, it is true, that I ate too slowly. After
dinner, he said we should meet next day, and I went to my
room to put my affairs in order; I was then at work on the
second volume of my Polish history. When night closed in
I went out to ask for a light; a servant brought me one
tallow candle. I thought this abominable; I should have had
wax candles, or a lamp. When I asked if there was any
particular servant charged with attending on me, I was told
that the count had given no orders on that head, £but,J
added the man, *we are at your service when you call/
As there was no bell in my room, I saw I should have to
hunt all over the house for them when I wanted a service,
cAnd who will do my room?'
cOne of the maids.3
cHas she a private key?1
*She has no need of one, sir, there is no lock on your
door; you can fasten it at night with the bolt.'
I was half inclined to laugh, but not so when a little
later I put the candle out by accident in snuffing it. As I
could not run about a strange house in the dark, I undressed
and got into bed as best I could. Next day I rose and, in
my dressing-gown and night-cap, went to wish my host good
morning. I found him in the hands of his valet. When I
said I had come to breakfast with him, he replied that he
never breakfasted, and begged me not to derange myself in
the morning, as he was always busy with his peasants, who,
he said, were all thieves. Then he added that if I was in the
habit of taking breakfast, I had only to order the cook to
prepare me some coffee.
'Would you be good enough to tell your servant to dress
my hair, when you have finished with him?*

